Author: rdyfrde 


Bands: Sonata Arctica 


Characters: Elias Viljanen, Tony Kakko 


Relationships: N/A 
Rating: Adult 
Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Wed Feb 03 2010 14:5410 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Frosty 


Author's Notes: 
Wrote this a while back and finally got around to editing the thing today. Thanks to Lia for the look over :) 


"What are you, five?" 


Tony huffed into the ball he was rolling from the newly fallen snow outside the rehearsal cabin. "Like you 


haven't made a snowman as an adult." 
“Actually, | haven't. | stopped doing that when | was a small kid" 


The singer turned his head to look up at Elias. "You're shitting me, right? You haven't built a snowman since 
you were a little kid?" 


Elias nodded, his ponytail of hair swishing along his back. 


"Unreal. | always make one after the first snow up here. It's tradition And wait, you have a little girl. You 


haven't made a snowman with her?" 

"Nope. She always picks her mom for that job" 

Tony snorted and mumbled. "Gee, | wonder why?" 

"What was that?" 

"Nothing. Here, help me lift it on the top of that other ball. It's too heavy for me to lift it by myself" 

"| can go get Henkka to help or maybe Marko or maybe... 

Tony raised an eyebrow at him. "What are you afraid of? It's just a ball of snow. Now help me, ok?" 

Elias sighed and bent down next to Tony, putting his gloved hands under the ball. They stood at the same time 
but the ball slipped right out of Elias’ hands and onto the ground. The ball split right down the middle into two 
pieces. 

The singer glanced down at the broken ball and back up at Elias. "Let me guess, you suck at making snowmen?" 
Elias shuffled his feet. "No, of course not. | mean, I've done.like hundreds of them" 

Tony snorted at him. "Right. And then destroyed them afterward?" 

"Well, 1. 


"Save it, Elias. Come down here." 


Elias squatted down beside Tony next to the fallen snowball. Tony took Elias’ gloved hand and placed it on the 


broken pieces. 
"Making a snowman is easy. You just need to start with a good base." 


Tony rubbed Elias' hand over the cracks to make them whole again. The guitarist swallowed hard and watched 
with a held breath as Tony manipulated his hand to fix the damage. Eyes taking in the look of concentration 


etched over the singer's face, tongue sticking out from the side of his mouth with each move of hand. 
"Thankfully, a snowman can be easily fixed if need be. It will just take longer, that's all." 


The singer pressed Elias‘ hand hard against the compact snow to smooth over the areas where the damage 
was. Elias licked his lips a few times to stop them from drying out, his body radiating heat from being this 
close to Tony. Black gloved fingers glided over the lumps of snow with little effort, guided by the skilled smaller 
red gloved hand. 


"See, it's good as new. Now, can you actually pick it up without dropping it this time?" 
Silence. 


Tony turned his head to see what was wrong and ended up with a pair of lips pressed against his own. He 
smiled into the kiss and tried to keep up with the frantic pace the guitarist was setting. Long arms looped 
around Tony's waist to pull him closer, knocking them both flat on the ground and landing on top of something 
hard. Elias grimaced and tried to roll them off the offending object without breaking the kiss. Tony rolled with 
Elias’ body underneath, smacking against a solid object with his back. He would have protested this rough 
treatment had Elias’ gloved hand not been fondling his crotch with each movement of their bodies. 


Lips sucked on each other, the coldness of the Finnish air filling their lungs with each gasped breath. Tony's 
hands brushed up the front of Elias' coat and inside. Elias moaned at the cold gloves sliding under his sweater 
and rubbed harder on Tony's jean-clad crotch. Tony broke the kiss first when Elias' cold bare fingers slipped 
inside his pants to get a better grip on his cock. 

"Oh fuck..." 


Elias grinned and wanked Tony slowly with his hand, lips reaching up to kiss along the patches of throat exposed 


underneath his ever present bandanna. 


Lips brushed against Tony's ear. "You know, you could move lower with those hands." 


A chuckle filled the silent air as a pair of gloved hands slid down Elias‘ chest an inch at a time. The guitarist 
arched into the rough leather rubbing along his body and wanked harder on Tony's cock 


"Um..oh fuck.. can't. can't concentrate..when you're doing that... 
Elias pressed his lips against Tony's neck and mouthed. "Don't concentrate, just touch me, please." 


Tony groaned at the desperation in Elias' voice and removed his hands from the underside of the shirt. He 
slipped one glove off and slid it into the warm nest of fabric that contained Elias’ cock. The guitarist moaned, 
his breath leaving trails of moisture in the air and pushed his hips toward Tony's cold hand. 


No matter how many times they'd been together, Tony could never get enough of how good Elias' body felt 
under his fingertips. The smooth baby-like skin, the little patches of coarse brown hair littered around his 
body. Tony would have gladly spent hours fondling Elias’ body just to see what it did, if Elias would have let 


him. 


"Fuck, Tony...please...” 

Tony grinned at Elias' hips arching up with each slow stroke of his cock. "I love it when you beg." 

Elias snorted at him and roughly handled Tony's in response. 

"Now..now, you're just playing dirty." 

The guitarist reached up with his free hand and pulled Tony's head down to kiss him. Tongues clashed with 
each other and hips pumped in time to the slick hands holding them tight. Tony grinned around the gasps of 


breath coming from Elias‘ month, the frantic pace pushing him slowly over the edge. 


Tony broke the kiss and arched his back up and away from Elias' body, tremors of lust racing through his 
veins. Elias pushed himself up to a sitting position, pulling Tony flush onto his lap. 


"Fuck..Elias..fuckl" 
Elias pulled Tony tighter to his body when Tony released, experiencing every shiver and tremor wracking 
through the smaller man. He followed soon after when Tony squeezed hard on his cock from his own orgasm. 


The guitarist gasped for air and buried his face into Tony's neck, filling his nose with the smell of his lover. 


Tony giggled at the breath tickling his throat and reached up with a hand to stroke through Elias' hair. He 
turned his head and frowned. 


"Fuck, we destroyed the snowman" 

Elias lazily kissed along Tony's throat. "We can build it again" 
"Mmmm, | guess we can" 

EK 


Marko turned to Henkka, who was standing outside the cabin having a smoke. "Thats an interesting way to build 


a snowman." 


Henkka snorted and blew smoke from his lips. "Too bad the actual snowman didn't last through their rampant 


fucking." 
"What the hell does? Those two are like fucking bunnies." 
The keyboardist nodded and stubbed his cigarette into a nearby pot. "Good point" 


Marko eyed Henkka. "Are you thinking what I'm thinking?" 


Dirty bastard." 


The bassist chuckled. "| think it's time to build a snowman" 


THE END 


